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Summary:
Set post-friendship Burial route. After taking off in a random direction, Andrew and Ashley camp out in a small town for a few days. Unfortunately for Andrew, the water heater at their shady old motel sucks.

Notes:
First TCoAaL fic. Any comments or feedback are appreciated!

Work Text:
DATE: XX/XX/199X
TIME: XX:XX
LOCATION: Bumfuck Nowhere

Andrew needed to get the hell out of Dodge. Now.

If only he had the pleasure of passing through such a scenic location...

Approximately 72 hours ago, Andrew and Ashley gave their last farewells to Mom and Dad. Their parents' remains rested peacefully somewhere at the bottom of the ocean and their souls presumably in Hell, or wherever demons came from. After that, Andrew got behind the wheel and drove non-stop in a random direction until their stolen car ran out of gas.

They rolled into a town that looked practically abandoned. No pedestrians, hardly any other cars on the road, just an overall eerie vibe. Bumfuck Nowhere's one saving grace was its lack of cops. The whole time Andrew had been there, he hadn't spotted so much as a security officer. Probably not such a good indicator of the area's safety rating, but perfect for their... unique circumstances.

But more importantly...

The shower situation was getting ridiculous.

Andrew had taken three cold, mediocre showers three days in a row now. Of course, Ashley got lucky and seemed to figure out the perfect window of time where their motel's junky water heater decided to work the first day they arrived. She used every drop of it each time while claiming to have "left you some!" when she got out. When Andrew inevitably emerged from the bathroom chilled and soggy afterwards, she blamed it on the other motel residents.

He had to put a stop to this.

The ancient geezer who took their cash at the motel counter didn't even ask to see an I.D. This perturbed Andrew; There was no doubt in his mind they were sharing this building with other criminals. Of course, he didn't have much room to speak as a murderer and cannibal himself. Still, he made sure to keep Ashley in his sight until they got to their room and he locked the door behind him.

"Fucking hell," Andrew groans, not even bothering to kick off his shoes before flopping down onto the creaky old queen bed. The single queen bed. Of course there was only one bed in their shady motel room. What was this, a shitty dime novel?

Ashley was unphased. Delighted, even. She grabbed Andrew's foot and yanked off his shoe, which went flying across the room.

"Better than our last place," She notes while getting the other shoe. "This place has an ice machine in the hallway!"

"You are not going out there alone." Andrew shoots her an incredulous look.

"Okay Mom." Ashley snickers while unpacking their things. "Oh wait! She's dead... Anyway, I call dibs on the shower."

Andrew doesn't have it in him to argue. He shuts his eyes, and the next thing he knows, a freshly shampooed Ashley is kicking him in the head from her side of the bed. "Fuck off, stinky!! I am not sleeping with you when you smell like burnt onions and cigarettes."

"Thanks for the poignant description." He drags himself up and shuffles into the tiny bathroom.

He lets the water run while he strips so it can heat up, but when he steps into the spray he's met with an icy blast. "Fuck!"

So he stands there, naked, tired, and shivering, waiting for the water to get hot...

He waits...

And waits...

And waits.

The water was not going to get hot.

Fucking Christ, just what I need after driving for six straight hours.

That night, Andrew takes an uncomfortable cold shower. At least he got to sleep next to Ashley after the fact... which he was most definitely not pleased about. The one bed forced him to cuddle up next to her and slip his hands under her shirt so he could feel the warm skin on her back and trace the outline of her ribs to make sure each one was still in place. She needed him, anyway. He knew she got cold when she went to sleep with wet hair and the shitty motel blow dryer didn't work.

The next day is spent mostly collecting newspapers from outside the local shops and scouting out potential eateries. Cult activity in this town appears to be nonexistent, so Andrew supposes he doesn't need to go off on any tangential adventures. Ashley doesn't report any further visions either, so he decides they should take the opportunity to lay low for a while.

They have dinner at a pizza joint across the road and it is just God awful. The sauce is way too sweet, and the cheese tastes like plastic. Ashley eats four slices then complains she has a stomachache when they get back to the room, so she should be allowed to shower first again.

"No fucking way," Andrew puts his foot down, both literally and figuratively. He blocks the doorframe of the bathroom with his body. "I had to bathe in the Arctic Ocean last night, I'm going first."

"But Aaaaaandy!" Ashley whines and clutches the front of his sweater, shaking him back and forth like that would help her point. "Whatever happened to ladies first? And I'll be quick!"

"Since when were you a lady?"

Ashley narrows her eyes at him and takes a step back. In one swift move she grabs the hem of her shirt and lifts it over her head, exposing her black polka dot bra.

Andrew jerks back, his eyes wide in shock. "Ashley! What the hell!?"

"I'm getting in that shower one way or another. You're welcome to join me." Ashley smirks while unbuttoning her shorts.

"Fuck no!" Andrew turns around, still blocking her path. He bites his knuckle in concentration as he tries to think of a way around this.

"What's the problem? We took baths together till I was like, ten."

The sound of her zipper rings out across the room.

"You didn't have tits when you were ten!"

"Oh, man up Andrew." He can hear the eyeroll in her voice. "Like you've never seen boobs before. I know Julia was a hussy!"

Why did she have to bring his ex into this?

"Okay, first of all, that's none of your business." Andrew buries his face in his palms. "Second, it's not just boobs. It's my little sister's boobs."

"Pssh... slut."

Andrew barely catches Ashley's muttered words. "What'd you just say?"

"Nothing!" A nudge to his side alerts Andrew's to his sister's presence. She shoves past him completely nude, her clothes left in a pile on the carpet. "Well, you snooze you lose. My offer is still open whenever you decide to grow a pair. Because unlike you, I won't combust at the sight of dick and balls."

Andrew averts his gaze, his cheeks burning in a combination of rage and shame. Dammit. He'd lost to her again. He thought about tackling her; Grabbing her by the throat and physically removing her from the bathroom, but that would just be more awkwardness than it was worth in her current state.

Pick your battles, Andrew.

At the sound of the water starting, Andrew walks back to the bed and grabs his cigarettes from the duffel bag.

Andrew comes up with the ingenious plan to shower the following morning. He reaped three glorious minutes of lukewarm water until it got cool, then cold.

He vowed to chew that desk guy out later.

Their morning is spent camped out in a laundromat. The motel didn't include any laundry facilities, and their few articles of clothing were starting to get pretty rank, so the side quest was desperately needed. Andrew didn't trust this place enough to leave their machines unattended, so he and Ashley sat on the uncomfortable wooden benches in the front until they were finished.

Andrew passes the time by reading a newspaper- no mention of their parents. Ashley passes the time by wasting their change on the sticker machines and applying temporary tattoos to his arms.

She pulls a double of the Chinese Dragon design, so she gives her and him matching tattoos on their wrists.

"We should get real matching tattoos," She muses while peeling back a wet napkin from Andrew's skin. The image is cracked a bit at the edges, but even Andrew has to admit the dragon does look a little badass.

"Hell no. Tattoos make you a hundred times easier to identify. We're on the run, remember?"

"Then we would get it somewhere hidden, like on your ass."

Ashley places their wrists side by side and admires her work. Andrew's new "sleeve" is getting full.

The image of some beefy, inked up ex-con holding Ashley's bare ass cheek in place while he etches some tacky design onto her creamy white skin flashes through Andrew's mind.

"No tattoo gun is ever touching mine or your ass."

"You're no fun," Ashley rolls her eyes and holds up two more tattoos. "Now what should go above the dragon, the rose or the spiderweb?"

"The rose."

Back in the room, Andrew pours over the map, having decided that enough is enough. They would be leaving today to move locations to another town a few hours away. That was the original plan, at least.

After lunch some monster movie marathon started playing on one of the three channels their motel TV got. Ashley insisted on staying, claiming that she hadn't gotten to watch good TV in ages. Andrew pressed her, they argued, and the situation ended with Ashley throwing a lamp at his head.

This is so fucking absurd I almost can't be mad at her.

Andrew goes outside to brood and chain smoke for a few hours. When it starts to get dark, he returns just as Ashley is slipping into the bathroom, towel in hand.

"No the fuck you don't!" Andrew grabs her by her ponytail and jerks her back through the doorframe, making her drop the towel. She lets out an indignant squawk and claws at his arm. "After what you put me through, I deserve a hot shower."

Ashley punches him in the sternum, making him release her hair and double over. How the fuck did she have so much strength in those skinny arms?

"Fuck off, Andy!" She screams. When Andrew glances up at her, he notices her eyes are a bit red.

"Wait..." He straightens up and leans in to get a closer look, "Ashley, have you been crying?"

Ashley's brows shoot up past her bangs and she takes a step back. She scrubs at one eye while looking aside, her cheeks flushed. "No! It's just... fucking dusty in here, that's all! This shitty place is triggering my allergies or something."

Odd. Ashley usually didn't have any qualms about crying in front of him. What was she hiding?

"You don't have allergies." Andrew grabs her chin to make her look at him again. "Tell me, Leyley."

Ashley is silent for a moment, then mumbles "...itwascauseofrankenstein."

"...Come again?"

"It was cause of Frankenstein, okay!? It was playing on TV!"

Andrew releases her chin and stares at her for a few seconds. A movie, really?

"HAHAHAHAHA!"

Fuming, Ashley balls her fists and starts beating them against Andrew's shoulders.

"Shut up!! Like you've never cried at a movie before, mister loses-his-shit-when-the-dog-dies!!"

"Ahh... That's a good one." Andrew wipes a tear from his eye and takes a deep breath once his giggle fit subsides. "Frankenstein? Seriously? What, did the part with the little girl really get to you or something?"

"What?" Ashley pauses her assault, "No? That part was hilarious. It's the ending that was sad. Poor Frankenstein never asked for any of that shit, then they fucking burn him to death!"

"Frankenstein's monster." Andrew corrects her. "The doctor is named Frankenstein, the monster doesn't have a name."

"Oh, fuck off." Ashley retrieves her fallen towel and turns to enter the bathroom. "No one gives a shit, smarty pants. Now are you gonna burn me at the stake too if you don't get your precious shower?"

"I should fucking throw you in a lake and watch you drown."

"Ahahaha!"

The bathroom door clicks shut behind Ashley and Andrew is left standing there to ponder his life decisions.

On one hand, he didn't really want to deal with Ashley's teasing or possible groping (Would she do that?) On the other hand, he really really wanted a hot shower. The water turns on.

He opens the door and steps in behind her.

"Eek-!" Ashley moves to cover her chest. She's half-dressed, clad only in her shorts. "Fuck off! I already told you-"

Andrew pulls his sweater off and adds it to the pile of clothes on the floor. Ashley shuts her mouth. She's quiet for a moment, then grins.

"Ha! So you're taking my offer, hm?" Unlike Andrew, who is trying to look anywhere but at his sister's exposed body, Ashley stares directly at him. "Nice to know you're not a total pushover, eh? I'm impressed, Andrew, but we gotta-"

He cuts her off a second time after shucking his pants and boxers off and pushing her aside to step into the shower stall. The falling water is lukewarm, much like how it was that morning, but he can feel the temperature steadily rising.

"Hey! Don't ignore me, fucker!" Ashley scrambles to get the rest of her clothes off and jumps in behind him. "I was gonna say we gotta be quick, it only stays hot for like ten minutes."

"So you've known this whole time!?" Andrew growls and glances down at her. She's too close for comfort, nudging him to try and get under the spray. "Did you ever actually try to save any hot water for me?"

"No." Ashley looks up at him and smiles. The water slicks her hair back which makes her look weirdly endearing. It's hot now, too, so her cheeks are flushed pink.

Andrew shakes his head, trying not to dwell on how Ashley could possibly look cute in this scenario.

"You really are a bitch sometimes, you know that?"

"Would a bitch be so kind as to wash your back for you?" Ashley slaps a scratchy motel washcloth between his shoulder blades and starts scrubbing him down. She puts way too much force into it and Andrew flinches in pain.

"Jesus Christ, woman! Are you trying to peel my fucking skin off!?" He spins around to face her, trying to protect his raw back from any further assault. Ashley stands there pouting with a hand on her hip.

It's the first time either of them got a good look at each other since starting this whole endeavor. Ashley has certainly... filled out in recent years. The fullness of her breasts and the patch of dark hair at her crotch are grim reminders that his little sister is, in fact, a grown woman now. Andrew feels his face burning but he blames it on the water.

Ashley's eyes glance downwards. "You should really trim your pubes."

"What the fuck!?" Andrew moves to cover himself and turns away again. "Why are you even looking there!? Fucking pervert!"

Wanting to get this over with, Andrew grabs the measly little piece of bar soap from the shower ledge and starts lathering it between his hands. If he was going to get attacked and berated like this, maybe the hot water wasn't worth it...

"Well how can I not!? It's like, right in my face!" Ashley grabs the arm Andrew is washing himself with and pulls it back. "Hey! I spent a lot of time on those, don't just wash them off!"

He glances at his arm. His temporary tattoo sleeve is still mostly fresh, but some of the designs are starting to flake off already.

"Fine," He rolls his eyes and lifts that arm instead to get at his pit. "And stop looking at my dick!"

"Then stop looking at my ass!" Ashley shoots back, giggling.

"I wasn't looking at your-! Hey, give me that."

Ashley is pouring out some of the cheap motel shampoo into her palm. She gives herself a little extra before handing it off.

"If it makes you feel any better, yours is the only dick I've ever seen, so I don't have anything to compare it to."

"I didn't need to know that." Andrew squeezes his eyes shut while shampooing his hair. He tries not to take satisfaction in the fact Ashley's never gotten intimate with a guy, and probably never kissed one either...

"Move!" Ashley shoves Andrew out from under the water and starts rinsing her hair out. Grumbling, Andrew swipes at his forehead to try to stop any shampoo from getting in his eyes while he waits his turn. "Ahaha! This is fun, it's just like we're little kids again!"

"More like weird and uncomfortable."

"Kay, all done."

Ashley shuffles aside and switches places with Andrew so he can rinse his hair next. While his eyes are shut and he lets the water run over him, he feels her go back in with the washcloth, albeit with a gentler touch this time. She keeps one hand braced on his hip while she lightly scrubs up and down his back. It actually feels... kind of nice, he realizes. So much so that he gets distracted and forgets she needs to use the water too until she's pushing him out of the way again.

She's rinsing out her conditioner when Andrew realizes he's finished: Hair, shampooed. Body, cleaned. A successful venture with minor embarrassment. He's about to step out when Ashley grabs his wrist with an annoyed look on her face.

"Uh, excuse me? Aren't you going to do me too? After everything I've done for you!"

"Right," Andrew drawls sarcastically, rolling his eyes at her expectant expression. "After 'everything' you've done for me? Like being a constant pain in my neck?"

Ashley pouts but says nothing in return, simply squeezing his wrist tighter. She reminds him of a wet kitten.

He takes the soap bar from her hand and steps behind her in the cramped stall, their bodies barely inches apart. "Fine..." He grumbles under his breath as his large hands start running slow circles on her bare back. The touch was casual, familiar. Ashley felt soft and warm under his fingertips. He'd touched her like this a million times before, usually at night where he'd trace his fingers up and down her spine when he was trying to fall asleep. But here it was different. Ashley was naked, vulnerable. The simple fact that she had invited him first to shower with her showed how much she trusted him.

Andrew feels a flutter in his gut when he crouches down to get to her lower back. The sight of her ass quite literally in his face reminds him of that stuff she was saying about matching tattoos earlier. He gives it a firm poke, which makes her jump.

"Ah-! What gives Andy!?" Ashley twists around to glare at him. "And you call me the pervert!"

"Just thinking about tattoos." Andrew chuckles and stands back up. He pushes her hair aside and starts washing her shoulders. "What would you want to get?"

"A tombstone, of course." Ashley leans her head back to look him in the eye. "Get it? Cause we're the Graves?"

"Very clever." Andrew grabs her head and pushes it forward again so he can resume washing. "And what would they say?"

"'Here lies Andrew Graves' on mine, and ‘Here lies Ashley Graves' on yours."

"That might be romantic, if not for the fact we would be buried in each other's asses."

"Are you kidding? That's like the best part. It's hilarious!"

"Well, it's never going to happen, so keep dreaming."

Andrew lets his hands linger on her shoulders for a few seconds longer. The water runs over them, rinsing away any remaining soap. Then, he reaches past her to shut the valve off.

"Then why'd you even ask!?"

The two step out together. Ashley takes the towel Andrew hands to her and starts drying herself off.

"Every so often a single thought will manifest in that empty head of yours." Andrew muses, watching Ashley's reactions from the corner of his eye while patting his arm dry. The tattoos were left mostly intact. "A guy gets a little curious sometimes."

"Oh sure," Ashley wraps the towel around her body and follows Andrew out of the bathroom. "Bet you were real curious about your sister's fat tits too, huh? Well, did you enjoy the show?"

It takes every ounce of his self-control to maintain a cool exterior amidst Ashley's teasing. But damn it all, he wasn't going to give her the satisfaction of seeing him flustered over her crude comments.

"Quit flattering yourself," Andrew responds by throwing one of her black shirts at her head. "It's hard to enjoy much of anything when you're constantly elbowing me in the face." He turns from her and starts to get dressed, ignoring her snickering.

"You're such a liar~!" She sing-songs, catching the shirt that Andrew throws at her. "But that's okay, big brother. I'll forgive you. You can join me in the shower whenever you want, and I might even wash your back again."

Her smug grin makes Andrew seethe, but she wasn't exactly wrong... Like hell he was going to tell her that, though. Plus, he figures it probably couldn't hurt to spend another day or so hiding out in Bumfuck Nowhere.

Later that night, Andrew and Ashley settle in for a dinner of gas station snacks in front of the TV. When Andrew flips it on, a commercial fades out and Bride of Frankenstein starts playing.

"What the!?" Ashley sits up, leaning closer towards the television set. "He doesn't die?"

"You haven't seen this before?" Andrew reaches over to wipe a crumb from her lip. She shakes her head and he chuckles. "Ah... Well, I won't spoil it then."

To closure, he thinks before taking a swig of cheap canned beer.